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Ronnie was sitting on the bed when heard Ritchie's footsteps approaching the door, but he was too engrossed 
to look up from what was currently occupying him. It wasn't until he heard Ritchie's aggravated voice that he 
stopped, almost startled by his question 

"What are you doing?" Ritchie nearly spat. 


Ronnie rolled his eyes. He hated how condescending Ritchie could sound at times. "What does it look like I'm 


doing?" 
Ritchie huffed before answering, "I can see what you're doing; | just want to know why you're doing it" 


A hint of aggravation eventually crept into Ronnie's voice as he explained his actions. "If found this kitten 


outside and | let it in And if you must know, | was petting her." 

Ronnie turned away and could nearly feel Ritchie's anger toward him swelling by the second. The guitarist had 
a nasty temper and an intolerance for nonsense, and the singer knew it. But Ritchie knew that Ronnie had a 
soft spot for animals and decided to wait a moment before starting a fight with him. Ritchie could imagine the 
cat pawing at the door and the look on Ronnie's face when he saw it. He pulled up a seat next to Ronnie and 


watched him pet the animal. 


Ronnie's face had a content smile on it, and he stroked the cat gently. The cat was solid white with long hair. 
Despite the beauty of the feline, Ritchie still managed to be pessimistic. 


"It probably has fleas," he commented. 


"She doesn't have fleas! See?" Ronnie gently moved the cat on its back and Ritchie noticed a strip of dark 
around the cat's throat. He knew right away what it was. 


"That's not a flea collar, Ronnie," Ritchie told him. 
"| know it isn't. But it means that the cat has an owner and a name." 
Ronnie held the nametag in his hand so Ritchie could see. He scrunched his face. "Marshmallow?" 


"That's a nice name for a kitten, don't you think?" Ronnie asked with a smile, once again turning his attention to 
the animal. 


"Maybe if you're five years old," the other man retorted. 

"Maybe the owner is five years old," Ronnie said flatly. "For a musician, you really have a limited imagination." 
Ritchie felt a pang go through his chest. Ronnie had pretty much just said a five-year-old could be more 
creative than him. He spoke without thinking, "Put it outside. Now. It has an owner, let it fill their home with 


fleas." 


Ronnie signed angrily. "If you have a problem with it, you can leave. | just figured she needed a friend. Maybe 


her owner isn't home or went on vacation or something. Don't you think its good to help people?" 

Ritchie snapped. "It's not a person, it's a CAT!" 

Ronnie stared blarkly at Ritchie for a moment, clearly not phased by his rage, and then turned his attention 
back to the feline. She jumped when she heard the guitarist yelling, shrinking back with fear. Ronnie began 


petting her again and in a moment she calmed down. "It's okay," he whispered to her. 


Ritchie got up from his seat, knocking his chair over in the process and storming out of the room. Ronnie paid 


no attention and picked the kitten up, cradling her in his arms. The kitten nestled her head in the crook of 
Ronnie's arm and soon fell asleep. Ronnie heard a rustling noise under the bed. Without waking Marshmallow, he 
leaned over in time to see another tiny kitten emerging from under the bed. It shook, knocking a dust bunny 
from its head onto the floor and sneezing. Ronnie erupted with laughter, not caring if it irritated his bandmate. 
The kitten sunk its claws into the edge of the quilt that covered the bed. He climbed his way to the top and 


into Ronnie's lap where he soon also fell asleep. 


Ronnie laughed, his smile widening. "Imagine how upset Ritchie would have been if he'd known about you!" 


Marshmallow And The Marshmallows 


"Rishie, you wan' some marshmallows?" Ronnie asked, mouth full, as his band mate passed by on his way to 


the fridge. 

Ritchie stared at him. His chair was away from the table, because ‘his' new cat was sitting on his lap, washing 
her paws. It didn't look that bad: Ronnie, his driven and reliable singer, acting like a boy, and a beautiful, 
relatively clean pet keeping him company. Maybe he didn't need to fuss. Ronnie's jeans were light blue and 
Ritchie thought he saw some darker cat hair on them, but his mind didn't dwell on that. 

“Aren't marshmallows bad for your voice or something?" 

"No," Ronnie replied categorically and light-heartedly. 


Ritchie took a bottle of beer from the fridge and turned around. 


Ronnie looked to the side to get another marshmallow from the bag on the table. He had icing sugar between 


the buttons of his shirt. 

The cat stuck out her tongue for two or three seconds, then slowly pulled it in again 

Ritchie burst into laughter and leaned on the fridge behind him. Ronnie stopped chewing for a moment and 
watched him just as carefully as the cat was watching him, only his eyes were blue and the cat's eyes were 
green. After so little time together, they already had a resemblance. Ritchie didn't care about explaining, he 
just walked out of the kitchen laughing. 

Ronnie looked down at Marshmallow. "What did you do, little girl?" 


She turned to him, stepped closer and rubbed the back of her head against his belly. 


Affection 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter by BobbyBrown 


"Remind me why | came with you," Ritchie said a little too loud when he and Ronnie got out of the car. 


"Because someone needed to drive us, its about to start raining. You don't want your singer to catch a cold 


and | don't want Marshmallow to freeze." 

Ronnie pulled the zipper of his red jacket a few inches higher. A little white paw appeared right above it and he 
gently pushed it back with the tip of his index finger. It nudged his cross pendant and went back down. He kept 
his arms crossed at his stomach and above them his jacket looked just a little swollen 

"She's going to claw at your new shirt" 

Ronnie smiled. There was more affection in Ritchie's nagging than in his silence. 


They entered the warm supermarket. 


"Animal food - that way," Ronnie motioned, lifting his chin. Then, suddenly, he shivered, chuckled and his 
shoulders curled in. The kitten was tickling his stomach. He looked inside his jacket. 


"She IS clawing at my shirt. | think her point is to give me a massage." 

“Show mel" 

Ronnie pulled the zipper of his jacket down to let some light into Marshmallow's quarters. Ritchie came closer 
and bent his knees to have a look. The kitten was too focused on her task to look up at them. She was sitting 
on Ronnie's arms, her back against the jacket. Her eyes were half-closed and her paws were gently pushing 
into Ronnie's chest, her claws occasionally hooking the fabric of his shirt. 


"This is very inspiring!" Ritchie said quietly. 


A couple passed by them and the guy turned his head. Ronnie looked at him and smiled politely; the guy looked 


away. 
Ritchie saw the exchange and said, "You don't look like the average Londoneer." 


"And you're so tall again.. Are the platform shoes good for driving?" 


Ritchie smirked and turned around to she shelves to look for baby cat food. 


"We need a litter tray, a bed and bowls too," Ronnie told him and shrugged again when Marshmallow changed 
position This time she was lying on her side and tickling his rib. 


"And a flea collar," Ritchie added, 

"Read the packages. Don't get the most poisonous one. Cats are sensitive. Mmmm.. Feels good... 
Ritchie frowned, turned around and handed a box to Ronnie. "You read them" 

"OK.. Perfect. Tea tree extract" Ronnie hummed with pleasure again. "This girl loves me, Ritchie” 


Ritchie carried the two big, plastic bags on their way to the car - one with fish and beer for dinner and 
another with cat food and accessories. Ronnie opened the doors for him. It was already raining and getting dark. 


When they settled in the car again, Ritchie said, "The cats not going inside the studio.’ 
‘Of course she isn't. | take my job seriously." 


When they got to the house, Ritchie was only helpful until Ronnie opened the front door. Then he left the bags 
on the floor and turned to Ronnie with the annoyed expression of a teenage boy who'd been helping his mom 
and wanted to be freed. Ronnie found the situation hilarious - a guitar genius making teenage faces ten inches 


above his own face and a kitten in his arms. He only snorted instead of laughing. 
"Thank you. I'll feed the cat now." 
"Good," Ritchie said as he was turning on his heel. He walked away. 


Ronnie opened his jacket and let Marshmallow onto the floor to face the direction she was supposed to go. She 
shook something invisible off her back legs, turned and looked up at him. He picked up his shopping. 


"Come on. Let's take care of the needs of the body." 


She answered with a tiny mew and followed him to the kitchen. He had only been able to buy one cat bowl for 


food and one for water, so he nicked a china bowl for Silver's food. 


He sat cross-legged on the floor in his room. Silver ran to his bowl, attracted by the smell, but from then on, 
he took his time. He ate a few mouthfuls like a normal cat, then sat and looked at the food for a while; then 
he ate again. Marshmallow ate everything in a minute and climbed into Ronnie's lap. Ronnie observed and 
thought about how wrong it was to take kittens away from their mothers so early so they could be 
somebody's toys. Then they had to live in a house and learn to eat from plates, obeying a species that didn't 
speak their language and couldn't do any cat massage. The needs of the body and the soul. 


He had his needs too. One of them was a hopeful but anxious need. Hopeful because he knew that the woman 
he loved was faithful and the best was yet to come for them, anxious because she was across the ocean. Did 
he have his priorities wrong? No. She assured him of that every time they spoke on the phone, whether he 
explicitly mentioned it or just thought it, allowing his voice to convey what he was feeling. They had only known 


each other for a few months. Their lives couldn't change completely so quickly. 


The other need he had was fairly simple: a drink. He picked Marshmallow up. As he was opening the door, he 


heard the first raindrops on the window sill. Looking back, he saw Silver actively eating again 
"Keep hiding, boy," Ronnie told him quietly. 


In the living room / kitchen, Ritchie was sitting comfortably on the sofa with his guitar, playing flamenco. His 
right thumb picked the low notes and the other four fingers tickled the higher notes. His elbows and shoulders 
were moving to the rhythm, his eyes were closed. Maybe he would be happier if he were a flamenco player, 


an acoustic player.. calmer certainly. 


Ronnie saw him indiscreetly crack an eye to look at him and the cat in his hands, while the music kept pouring. 
He sat at the table to drink some juice and placed Marshmallow at his right hand. She didn't stay long. She 
walked across the table, hesitated at the edge, then jumped on another chair. Ronnie was excited. She was going 


to Ritchie. 


Ritchie kept playing. She got to his foot on the floor and put two paws on his shoe, then tugged at his trouser 
leq with her claws. He changed to a slower tune, more like a European folk song. Marshmallow sat down on his 
foot and grabbed his ankle. Ronnie snorted, holding back a giggle. What did they say about kittens, 
marshmallows and rainbows? Then he watched, hypnotized, as Ritchie laid his guitar on his lap, took 
Marshmallow by the back and sat her on the sofa next to him. Then he started playing again. Marshmallow 


remained below his left hand, looking up at the neck of the guitar where all the amazing sounds came from. 


Sweet Dreams 


Author's Notes: 
Another amazing chapter in the saga, and we aren\'t finished yet! Chapter by Dark Misty Day 


Ronnie was having a dream in which he was floating on a cloud. In the dream, he was lying comfortably on the 
cloud which looked to be a sort of giant, translucent pillow. It was peaceful and quiet; the only sound was his 
own breathing. He saw a red dragon soaring through the sky. He watched as it flapped its wings, creating a 
gentle breeze that blew back his hair. For the few moments he was in the dream, he was completely content. 
Only toward the end of the dream, when the dragon flew close to him and roared did he wake up to a strong 


wind coming through the window and a little grey kitten mewing close to his face. 


Ronnie blinked a moment, giving his eyes time to adjust and finally see the small cat clearly. The grey kitten 
that had no collar (whom Ronnie had nicknamed "Silver" due to his color) was looking at him curiously. Ronnie's 


face made a tired smile just before Silver took a few short steps forward and licked his nose. 


The warm autumn air that had lulled him to sleep the evening before had turned into a cold pre-winter 
breeze. As much as he wanted to close the window, something held him in place. He scanned down his bare 
chest to see Marshmallow curled up in a tiny, fluffy ball. Ronnie and Silver looked at each other for a moment 
before he jumped onto Ronnie's chest and curled up around Marshmallow. Ronnie tried to form words of 


protest but did not possess the nerve to move either of them. 


From the other room, the singer started to hear the sound of an acoustic guitar being tuned. He could tell 
Ritchie was strumming the strings quietly, it was still early. The sound did nothing to help Ronnie wake up and 
neither did the feeling of kittens sleeping on him. Ronnie tried to look out the window but his hair blocked the 
view. Without another thought, he carefully pulled the blankets up around him and drifted back to sleep, his 


dreams filled with dragons and clouds. 


It had been a long day in the studio, a whole lot of "hurry up and wait." Almost nothing for recorded and 
Ronnie couldn't wait to retreat from the arguing to the quiet haven of his room. He took the cat dishes and 
filled them with food and water and took them to his room, making sure to put lots of food in Marshmallow's 
bowl to give to Silver. Once he sat the food down, the singer quickly went to the kitchen and got himself a 
large glass of water. When he got back to his room he hastily closed the door and leaned back against it. 


When Ronnie opened his eyes the kittens weren't eating their food, but rather standing nearby and looking up 
at him. The frustration he felt in his heart slowly melted away and he grinned at them. 


"Did you guys have a tough day, too?" he asked, his deep voice sounding paternal. The kittens mewed in 


response, one after the other. 


"Aw, I'm sorry. Must be tough getting to sleep and play all day long," Ronnie laughed and he leaned over to pick 
them up. Both of the kittens rubbed their faces into his chest. Silver tried to paw the gap open in Ronnie's 
shirt, presumably to crawl inside. "Are you cold?" he asked, then walked over and sat on the edge of his bed. 
He sat Marshmallow down in his lap and she watched with great curiosity to see what Ronnie and Silver were 


going to do. 


Ronnie held his shirt open and Silver peaked inside. Cautiously, he reached one paw inside and touched the warm 
skin on Ronnie's chest. Marshmallow walked to the edge of Ronnie's lap, then onto the bed and jumped to the 
floor. He presumed she had decided to eat. He turned his focus back to Silver, wondering if Marshmallow had 
somehow told him about her trip to the supermarket inside of Ronnie's jacket. He picked up Silver and placed 
him inside of his shirt next to his heart, and Silver made no attempt to escape or struggle. Ronnie laughed at 
the tickle he felt from Silver's grey fur, and the more Silver moved too get comfortable, the louder Ronnie 
laughed. His laughter immediately stopped when he heard the door open. He quickly pulled his leg up to his 
chest to hide the kitten in his shirt when Ritchie appeared in the doorway. He looked a little more than 
irritated. 


"What are you laughing at?" he asked. 
"| wasn't laughing," Ronnie lied. 


Ritchie glared at him before slowly shutting the door. Ronnie strode across the carpet and locked the door so 
he wouldn't be interrupted again. Before Silver could get to comfortable, Ronnie sat him on the floor beside 
Marshmallow, who seemed to be just about finished with her dinner. He climbed in bed determined to rest his 
mind while the kittens ate. He closed his eyes and rubbed his head, licking his lips as a though slipped through 
his mind. He had a vision his beloved Joy - about showing up at her door and feeling at home there with her. 
His body felt sore, tired, old somehow though he was young. How long had it been since he'd seen her? A little 
over a month at least, and he dared not count the days for his sanity's sake. 


Forty. 


Forty days since he'd seen Joy. His heart began to ache and he felt the urge to call her. It was late in London, 
but with the time difference he knew it wouldn't be late where she was. Just as he rose to call her, he got an 
idea. He pushed himself up from the bed and grabbed the notebook on his nightstand. He hastily took the top 


from the pen and began to write: 


Carry home my broken bones and lay me down to rest, 


Forty days of cries and 


‘Cries and..what else? Ronnie thought to himself. The thought had passed through his mind and then was gone. 
His tired mind reached for inspiration but he found no more for the moment. He placed the notebook at the 
end of the bed, kicked off his boots and lay down on his stomach. He tapped the pen on the paper and tried to 


force his mind to think, again without anything else coming to his head. He closed his eyes and rubbed his 
temples. He decided he would sit and think until he came up with at least the end of the verse and then go to 
bed. 


The kittens had finished their food and were sitting on the floor, mewing for Ronnie to pick them up. For all his 
concentrating, he did not hear them. After a minute of two, Marshmallow began climbing up the quilt and onto 
the bed and Silver soon followed. When Ronnie saw them, he smiled and gave both of their heads a pat before 
turning back to his work The kittens, not used to being ignored, rubbed against his sides. No response from 
the tired singer. They began pawing at his hands and arms but still got nothing. After a while, Silver decided to 
smack Ronnie's long, curly hair. Because his hair moved so freely, Silver continued to smack and soon 
Marshmallow was feverishly doing the same. Ronnie could barely contain his laughter and his concentration was 
completely broken, so he grabbed both kittens and held them a moment. They stared at him, Marshmallow stil 


reaching up one of her paws to play with his hair again. Ronnie sat them down and stood to undress. 

After shedding his clothing, Ronnie stretched and placed the kittens in their new cat bed. They watched as he 
walked away from them and got in the big bed. He would have fallen asleep in an instant, but for the fact that 
two kittens clawed their way up the quilts and under the blankets next to his feet. 


When he did fall asleep, he was hoping he would once again dream of flying dragons. 


Hys Only Cozy 


Author's Notes: 
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"So, what are you doing, my Joy?" 

"Lying here among my textbooks and talking to you." 

"You don't have a phone near the bed" 

"Now | do." 

Ronnie remained silent for a moment, wondering whether to believe, trying to imagine. Right then, he heard the 
piano from the other end of the living room. Cozy and Marshmallow were playing it. He would hit a key, then 
wait for the kitten to step on the same key, then move somewhere else on the keyboard and, as Marshmallow 
followed his hand, her feet made even more music. Or more noise. Silver, who was in Ronnie's lap, lifted his 


head from his paw, opened his eyes to see where the noise was coming from and lay back down 


‘lm going to be painfully honest," Joy's voice was almost solemn. Precious woman, she always went straight to 


the point before Ronnie had had time to worry about how she felt. She was about to say something important. 
| can hear a very bad piano player. You have to change him before it's too late." 


Ronnie chuckled. His heart warmed up both because of the sight in the living room and because of the 


surprise he had for the girl at the end of the line. 

"Yeah, it's uh.. its Cozy." 

"Oh?.. No. | don't believe you," Joy said. 

Cozy turned at the sound of his name, his smile carelessly and childishly happy. 

"He's doing it on purpose. I'm sure he can play." 

Ronnie winked at his band mate. 

The moment he hung up, the front door opened and Ritchie appeared. He looked round the room and met both 


Ronnie's and Cozy's eyes. He looked calm. Cozy grinned and pointed wordlessly to his new piano partner. Ronnie 


smiled, his hand resting on Silver's back. 


Ritchie spoke. "The cats.. are not coming to the pub tonight" Then he smiled in that charming and sincere way 
that always completely changed his face: his eyes looked more hopeful and the curve if his mouth emphasized 
how big his nose was. 

Cozy laughed and turned back to the piano. 

Ritchie took off his coat and headed to the fridge. 

Ronnie picked up Silver and crossed the room to join Cozy. Cozy poised his index in the air and Marshmallow 
lifted her head. She watched the finger descend and then play the riff from Smoke On The Water. Marshmallow 
didn't play this time, just observed. 


"The cat is bemused!" Ronnie said. 


"The cat is appalled," Ritchie called from behind them. "It has never heard such a bad performance and is 
suffering from cultural shock." 


(several hours later) 

"Rishie? What will the cats say?" 

"Miaoooow. Get your key out” 

"Get yours out! | wanna sit here and have some rest” 
"In fronta the door? Oops!" 

'Se-serrriously, what will the cats think of this?" 
"Ronnie, | am turning the key." 

"We're settin' a bad example. Comin'ome all boozed up." 
"and l'm going innnn.." 

"| never letem sit on my lap." 

"Ronnie, get in!" 


"Never. | am taken" 


"Ronnie, get up and get inside. | don't want my singer to catch a cold” 
"No one sat on my lap all night!" 


"No one, Ronnie. Even after the second bottle.. you looked at them so scary that no one wanted to." 


What Silver Thinks 


Author's Notes: 
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The short man who took me and Marshmallow into the house..they call him Ronnie. He's great. He gives us food 
and drink and plays with us when we have nothing to do. Well, sometimes... but a lot of times he hides in 
another part of the house that we can't get into. After many hours, he comes back tired and talks to us 


qui etly. 


Ronnie is so comfortable to sleep on and he doesn't move much in his sleep. Sometimes, when | wake up in the 


morning, his skin smells and looks like milk. | tried it and it didn't taste like milk though. 


Sometimes he takes a white sheet that smells of wood and sits in bed or at the table, scratching the sheet 
with a small stick. The stick leaves a long black curly trace, more complicated even than the path of a 
confused bee in the dust of the earth. He scratches all the way to the right edge of the sheet, then goes 
back to the left edge and continues. After that, he stares at the result for a while, sometimes for a long time. 
Marshmallow and | find this pastime completely pointless and we often try to mew him out of it. Except when 
he starts to hum and sing. 


| miss my mom. In the beginning | was very confused, but now | feel more at home in the house. I'd still like to 
go hunting though, like my mom used to. Or just run outside. 


| have a little problem with Marshmallow who is always hungry and often snatches my food while l'm not 
looking. What can | do? | can't eat the whole thing in one go, although | need it. | guess I'll try to stick closer to 
my bowl next time, but | can't promise anything with all these interesting people in the house. Their hands are 
very gentle and they lift me to places | can't otherwise reach. 


Ritchie is the tall man with the soft hair full of air and the big nose. He has this big hollow wooden instrument 
with strings that block the only entrance to it. (Once | found it without the strings and went inside. | thought, 
its nap time and it's Ritchie's, I'm sure | can stay inside.) Ritchie pulls the strings to make different sounds and 


Marshmallow likes to listen to that. 


Ritchie's fingers are the longest of everybody I've seen in the house and some of them are rougher. (| felt 


them with my paws one night when he was sleeping). Those rougher ones are very good for petting. 


When | first met Ritchie, he startled me, but now we're closer than ever. 


Headache, Kitten, Bach 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter by BobbyBrown 


There are only three chapters left, all of which are finished. |\ll post the rest of them every few days, just 


to keep our loyal fans in suspense :p 


Ritchie woke up thirsty, with an aching head and a sore knee. He remembered getting back from the pub with 
Ronnie in a cab, collapsing into bed on his stomach, almost kicking a kitten on his way; he only noticed it 


because it was white. 


He heard a rustle in the sheets and opened his eyes. It was Ronald's grey kitten. In just a second, the cat 
pounced and landed on Ritchie's head with its belly on his cheek and its paws in his hair. 


"Rrrrraw," Silver roared and climbed over to the other side to lie on the pillow, pushing himself up on Ritchie's 


nose. 


"Piss!" Ritchie exhaled. He lifted his head from the pillow, turned around and looked straight into Silver's green 
eyes. Silver mewed with wide open jaws to show his teeth. Pain rolled inside Ritchie's head like a big heavy ball 
and prevented him from enjoying the beauty of that playful little being. He slowly turned on his back and 


covered his eyes with his hands. 


Silver pawed at his pinky and mewed again. Ritchie didn't react. At the fourth mew, he caught the little grey 
paw and blindly reached for the other. Surely he could play with a kitten without opening his eyes. Silver gave 
out his little roar again and Ritchie felt some smooth short teeth on the knuckle of his right index. The cat 
wasn't biting, only showing him that it could bite. Ritchie held on. Silver somehow pulled himself until his back 
legs were beneath Ritchie's hands and started to scratch the inside of his wrists. The first few brushes 
tickled, but then there was a painful one and Ritchie immediately let go with a shout. Not that it hurt so 
much, but he didn't want his hands to suffer in any way. 


There was a knock at the door and he heard Cozy's voice: "You OK, mate?" 


"No. | got scared by the size of my: genitals." Ritchie shouted and soon felt sorry for it, becouse the effort to 


articulate and the vibrations of his voice sharpened his headache. 
“Alright then 


He heard Cozy walking away. 


In the meantime Silver had gotten on Ritchie's stomach and was lying on his side, reaching his paws to the 
man's face. He was too far to be able to reach, but wanted to play. Ritchie touched one little paw with his 
index; Silver pushed, pulled for a second, then pushed again. Ritchie did the same and it all looked like the game 
that little girls play when they clap hands with each other and say a chant. 


Ritchie held Silver's back in one hand, pulled his pillow to the headboard and pushed himself up without 
completely sitting up. He left Silver on his lap. His shirt was twisted, but that was OK, for its big buttons 
wouldn't feel too comfortable to the kitten's back. The little one was obviously excited. He waved his paws in 
the air and opened his mouth wide again. Ritchie rubbed his stomach with two fingertips. Silver curled up 
around them and looked like a grey ball trapping his hand. 

"By this you mean ‘keep going'?" Ritchie asked and caressed Silver's head with his other hand. 


Why not? Was there anything better to do? Animals really are relaxing. He realised he had forgotten about his 


headache for a minute. It was still there, but weaker, it seemed. 

‘Animals are relaxing, as opposed to people. Including myself; Ritchie thought. 

Silver stirred, pushed himself around counter clockwise and somehow reached Ritchie's fingers with his tongue. 
It was rough and almost felt dry. Ritchie grinned wide for the first time since he had woken up and the 
stretch felt pleasant. Maybe, after all, he'd be able to wake up and get some things done. In a few hours. Silver 
licked up to his wrist and got to the place he had scratched. He lapped there a few times and got to his feet. 
He leaned his head on Ritchie's wrist and his eyes began to close. 

"You're a posh kitten," Ritchie observed, "Your nose and your eyes are too close together.” 

Silver's eyes closed a little further. 

"You can probably lick your eye." 


Silver's head twitched, but he was still in the process of dozing off. 


"Ronnie's going to worry because he won't find you. : He should have kept you in his room, am | not right? 


Should have kept an eye on you." 


If Silver didn't understand him, then Ritchie had to be talking to himself. It had been a long time since he last 


said such nice, gentle words to himself. 


Silver was now asleep. Ritchie thought he could feel the rhythm of his little heart on his wrist. One thing was 
for sure: he needed to go to the bathroom. 


"Do you do this to Ronnie as well? Just lie flat on him when he has to get up?" 


Ritchie hesitated, but the need was too serious. He picked the kitten up by the back of his neck and left him on 
the bed. Silver's muzzle touched to sheet, he rubbed his nose with his law, but didn't open his eyes. 


When Ritchie came back, the kitten was in the same position. He picked up his guitar and sat on a chair next to 
the window. Sunlight began to warm his back. He played "Jesus Bleibet Meine Freude" to warm up his hands. 
Silver rolled on his back and turned the other way. 


Butterflies 


Author's Notes: 
The last of the fluffy chapters, the last two are emotional. Chapter by Dark Misty Day. 


‘No studio time today, Ronnie thought as he lay in bed petting Marshmallow and pondering what he wanted to 
do with his free day. The only sound he heard was Marshmallow purring. He looked around the room for clues 
of things that needed to get done. The notebook on his nightstand reminded him of the song he started the day 
before and the headache he had told him writing might not be the best choice that day. He looked at the 
clothes strewn on the floor and he briefly considered shopping but discarded the notion just as quickly. 
Something about today made him want to stay in, even though part of him wanted to go outside. He looked 
further left and noticed that his door was open, so he knew that Silver must have been wandering around the 
house, probably seeking Cozy to play with him. Ronnie hoped that she was not trying to play with Ritchie, who 
was no doubt hung over from the night before. Ronnie looked over to the window and saw something that 


made him smile: it was sunny outside. 

Lastly, Ronnie looked down at himself. He was wearing only jeans from the night before, one white sock and his 
cross necklace. Marshmallow had curled up next to him and looked like she was ready for a nap. "It's too early 
for a nap," Ronnie said with a hushed voice, then sat up in the bed. "Lets go have some fun" 

He looked around the floor and found his other sock, put it back on, then picked up Silver and walked toward 
the living area. Just as he thought, he saw Silver in the kitchen with Cozy. He had placed a small saucer of 
milk on the counter for him and he was lapping it eagerly. 

"I hope you don't mind sharing," Ronnie said, placing Marshmallow on the counter with Silver. Marshmallow took 
only a few drinks before walking across the countertop to sniff Cozy. Cozy placed a hand on Marshmallow's 
head then picked her up. 

"Are you up for making some breakfast?" Cozy asked. 

"Maybe in a little bit, my head is killing me," Ronnie replied He walked to the refrigerator and got out a jug of 
orange juice. He poured a huge glass for himself and sat at the counter with it. He drank more than half the 
glass right away with Cozy watching curiously. 

"Long night?" he asked. 

"Yeah," Ronnie answered, trying to regain his breath. "What are you gonna do today?" 


"I'm not sure yet. It would be great to have some quiet time," he responded. 


"Yeah," Ronnie said again and sighed. Cozy walked to the couch with Marshmallow and laid on it. Ronnie finished 
his juice and walked to the back door. Silver jumped down from the counter and followed closely. Ronnie got to 
the door and stretched, letting out a yawn as he did so. He rubbed his face and opened his eyes only to find 


something unusual. 
"Cozy, what time of year is it?" he asked with disbelief at what he saw. 
“Autumn, why?" 


"Take a look." 


Cozy leisurely walked from the couch to the back door and peered out through the glass. He noticed it right 


away. "I've never seen those this time of year," he said in a state of wonderment. 


Ronnie and Cozy watched them for a long time before the smaller man looked down at the kittens and asked, 


"Would you like to go outside and see the butterflies?” 


Marshmallow must have understood. She immediately walked over to the door and placed one of her paws on 
it. He opened the door and the kittens ran out into the yard. Ronnie was hit with a cool breeze almost instantly. 
Cozy, who was wearing a thick sweater, stepped outside with them while Ronnie retreated into the house. He 
thought about walking back to his room, but lazily decided it was too far and grabbed the blanket from the 
couch. The placed it around his shoulders and stepped outside. The cold concrete of the porch worked its way 
through his socks in a heartbeat and he winced. The air wasn't half as cold as the porch, so he stepped into 
the grass for a respite. He couldn't remember the last time he was outside without shoes on It reminded him 
of being a kid, as did watching the kittens romping through the grass. 

The kittens were running, chasing each other and wrestling, something Ronnie had never seen them do. Perhaps 
they tried to be on their best behavior around him. Silver at one point lay on his back and rolled around on the 
ground as if he were intentionally trying to get dirty. Ronnie and Cozy stood there and watched as 
Marshmallow noticed the butterflies fluttering overhead. She leaned back on her legs and jumped, trying to get 
them but failing each time. 


Ronnie couldn't help but laugh and neither could Cozy, and both silently wondered whether or not Marshmallow 
was trying to catch the butterflies or just play with them. Silver soon noticed and joined in the fun. At one 
point the two collided trying to catch the same butterfly, then began wrestling as they fell to the ground. The 
men heard a quiet laugh behind them and both turned with a start. 


Ritchie stood behind them, unable to stop himself from giggling. Ronnie and Cozy only smiled. They were not 
sure if he was laughing at two grown men watching the kittens so intently, the fact that Ronnie was wearing 
jeans and a blanket or the fact that the kittens were being so cute. Ronnie never asked, but knew that the last 


reason was the right one. 


Homecoming 


Author's Notes: 
Only one chapter remains after this one! Chapter by Dark Misty Day 


It had been an interesting week in the house the band members were occupying during recording, In addition to 
the five guys in the band, there were also two kittens living there. It seemed to have an opposite effect on 
two of the members: it calmed Ronnie's nerves and made Ritchie more on edge. While recording, all of the 
vocal tracks went relatively well while the guitar tracks seemed to be taking more takes than usual. Ritchie, 


normally the professional, was letting the occupancy of the kittens hinder him. 


Ricthie was unhappy about Marshmallow, but he was furious when he found out about the other cat Ronnie 
had managed to hide for two days. Ritchie had called the members of the band into the rental home's kitchen, 
determined that he was going to convince the other members make Ronnie get rid of the white kitten. As 
Ritchie was stating his case, Marshmallow tucked securely into Ronnie's arms almost as if she was on trial, 
Silver jumped up on the counter. Ritchie jumped back in shock, then glared menacingly at Ronnie. Ronnie kept his 
face perfectly still and focused, but inwardly he was laughing. 


Ritchie tried to regain his composure and slow his breathing but struggled to do so. He ran a hand through his 
hair, not without irritation, and asked with a deadly tone, "What's this?" 


Ronnie looked at the cat Ritchie was pointing at. "It's a kitten" 
| know that, Ronnie. What's it doing here?" 
Ronnie shrugged. "How should | know?" 


Ritchie was as still as stone for a moment, his face clearly not amused, and walked out of the room. Ronnie 
laughed every time he thought about it, even though Ritchie didn't speak with him for two days. Ronnie sat in 
his room, thinking about the last six days. He had really enjoyed being with the kittens, playing with them, 
feeding and taking care of them. He looked across the room to the unused cat bed he and Ritchie purchased a 
few days before. Neither of the kittens seemed interested in sleeping the bed, preferring to sleep instead with 
Ronnie in his bed (not that he minded) 


Regardless of the joy they brought him, Ronnie knew what he needed to do: he needed to take Marshmallow 
home. He knew that there must have been a little boy or girl who missed her, and as happy as the kitten was, 


she surely missed home as well. The next day, Ronnie walked to Ritchie's room and knocked on the door. 


Without looking to see who was there, Ritchie replied, "You don't have to knock, the door is wide open" 


"| respect your privacy," Ronnie said. Ritchie turned around, and Ronnie now saw that he was putting a new 
string on his guitar. "What happened there?" 


Ritchie did not answer, only asked, "Did you need something?" 


"Well," Ronnie started, trying to find the words. "Did you want to go for a walk? H's much warmer today that 


is has been the rest of the week." 


Ritchie seemed taken aback by Ronnie's tone, but was curious enough to go along. "Sure," he responded and 
immediately got up from the bed. He said nothing about the cat in Ronnie's arms. 


Once the two men stepped outside of the front door, Ritchie asked, "Where are we going?" 
There was a long pause, and Ronnie's answer was reluctant. "We're taking Marshmallow home." 
Ritchie waited a while before asking his next question. "How did you find out where the cat lives?" 


"The address was on the tag of course, and | asked one of the people that work in the studio how to get there. 
Its two blocks this way," Ronnie told him, pointing. 


The two walked in silence until they saw a small apartment building sitting far back from the road. There were 
several kids playing tag in the yard, but one was sitting to the side by herself. The two men stopped on the 
sidewalk and Ronnie double-checked that they were at the right address. Ritchie looked around, spying a 


handwritten sign on a telephone pole for a missing cat. For the first time, his heart felt burdened. 


They walked forward, doing their best not to interrupt the game, and headed toward the girl to ask if she 
knew who the cat belonged to. They did not get the chance to ask The little girl jumped up and shouted, 
"Marshmallow!" Ronnie knelt down to hand the cat to the girl who was so happy she took Marshmallow and ran 
into the apartment. The door slammed closed The game of tag was suspended and the kids stared at Ronnie 


and Ritchie, who slowly turned to each other. 


"So much for goodbye," Ritchie said kindly. Ronnie looked down at his feet and sighed. Without a word, the he 
turned his back and started back to the house. Just as Ritchie was about to follow him, he put a hand on 
Ronnie's shoulder to stop him. The apartment door had opened and the little girl was running to them, a wide 
grin on her face. She stopped in front of them, breathlessly. 


"Thank youl" she exclaimed, then turned around and ran into the house again 


Ronnie and Ritchie paused a moment, completely dumbfounded. The smile on the girl's face was enough to melt 


both of their hearts, and Ronnie was not too manly to admit it. "Did you see how happy she looked?" 


"Yeah," Ritchie admitted, his eyes still on the apartment door. 


Ronnie once again led them in walking back to the house. As they walked, Ronnie questioned his band mate. "Are 


you gonna miss her?" 

"Who?" 

Ronnie looked at Ritchie as if he was going to punch him. "Marshmallow, you idiot" 
"Oh," Ritchie said. "| don't know. | guess so. She really seemed to make you happy." 
"True, but not at happy as she makes that little girl. | think we did the right thing." 
"Yeah," Ritchie answered. 


They walked in silence the rest of the way to the house. Upon coming inside, Silver ran up to Ronnie and pawed 
at his leg. Ronnie picked him up with a sad smile and seemed to hug him tighter than he had before. 


"What are you going to do with that one?" Ritchie asked, keeping the judgment out of his tone unlike before. 


Ronnie noticed and answered, "l'm not sure, but | have an idea. | think I'll take him back to my girlfriend. I'll bet 


she would love a cat to cuddle while I'm away." 
Ritchie blinked. "Since when do you have a girlfriend?" 
"Since the tour. Where have you been?" 


Rather than comment, Ritchie just 
shook his head and walked out of the room. Ronnie turned to Silver, who was staring up at him with big green 
eyes. "He just doesn't get it, does he?" Silver rubbed his head on Ronnie's arm and Ronnie leaned down to kiss 


him on top of his head. "Would you like to go live with Joy?" 


Silver began purring and Ronnie knew he was content, even if he didn't understand Ronnie's words. Ronnie walked 
to his room quietly, closing the door behind him. He looked at the cat bed and thought about how it would look 

on the floor at Joy's. He wondered if it would ever be used. Probably not. Ronnie climbed into bed fully clothed, 

hoping to just rest but falling asleep instead. When he woke up, he smiled that Silver was still there, in the 


same place as before, and his eyes teared up knowing that Marshmallow was safe and happy at home. 


This Is Silver. Do You Want Him? 


Author's Notes: 
It has been a lot of fun working with Lora on this story! N've never collaborated with someone on a story 


before and | look forward to doing it again in the near future. Chapter by BobbyBrown, 


Joy stood at her window, watching the cars and the people below. It was snowing. Suddenly, although the snow 
didn't stop, the sun pierced through the clouds and shone on her face. It instantly made her smile. She realised 
that she hadn't seen pure sunlight for days, or maybe a week. She hadn't had the time to miss it, because 
there was someone far more important that she missed. And once he came back, the weather would matter 
even less. That thought made her grin wider and close her eyes, picturing Ronnie at the door, remembering 
the softness of his chest and the security of his arms around her. She only allowed herself this kind of 
reverie in the evening, when she was alone and could remember and cry and play some music to remedy her 
worried heart. But this time Ronnie was in town and he was driving to her. He'd be there in a few minutes. He 


had said he'd leave some luggage and go out again for a meeting. He had promised to stay the night. 


The shade of a cloud passed over her eyelids. She looked again, the snowflakes were a lot bigger now. She 
thought about the way rainbows came into being: rain and sunshine. What about snow and sunshine - would 
that produce a rainbow made of ice? An ice rainbow would be very useful if it had all the magical quantities of 


a normal rainbow. That was totally the kind of reflection one of her T-year-old pupils could have. 


She suddenly felt like listening to "Sugar, Sugar" by the Archies. She hadn't played it for years. Was the record 
still there or had she lent it to someone? Sometimes, far too often, you lend things to people and never get 


them back.. and forget who you lent them to. Happily, the record was still in her cupboard. 
As she was listening, the sun pierced through once more. She clapped her hands and sang. 


Like the summer sunshine, pour your sweetness over me.. 


Pour your sugar on me, baby! 


As the last sounds of the song faded, she spotted Ronnie's car. He parked a block further down the street, 
because that was the only free place in sight. He came out with a strange beige box in his hand and got two 
big sacs from the back seat. What were those? And why didn't he have a hat on? The snow started covering 
his brown locks, while the wind did its best to block his view with those same locks. He dropped the big bags, 
locked his car and looked straight up at her. She opened the window and shouted into the chilly air: 


"Ronnieeeeel" 


"Joy!" His voice rang above the traffic noise like a most joyful bell and she heard all those dreamy icy rainbow 
crystals in the air chink along with it. He raised his arms with the strange beige box. Then he ran to her block, 
trying to keep the box level in the air. Her heart sank as he approached the place of the sidewalk where she 


had slipped on ice and fallen on her butt in the morning. But he ran on unharmed. That was right. Nothing and 
no one in the world had the right to do him harm. 


He appeared a little too late at her front door and as he was emerging from the stairs, two miniscule grey 
paws were gripping his jacket above the top button and two luminescent eyes were looking at her. Ronnie 
dropped his sacks, panting and flushed, and the kitten in his jacked mewed. Joy ran over to hug and kiss him, 
minding his little companion and giving him time to breathe between kisses. He hummed and smiled and took 
more time to open his eyes than usual. She used the time to caress his jaw line and to check how wet his hair 
was. 

"This is Silver. Do you want him?" 

‘Of course | want him! Come in.. both of youl" She took the kitten out of Ronnie's jacket and he followed her in 
"He likes to hide," Ronnie said when they sat on the sofa "You know what he did once? | looked for him 
everywhere and then, when Ritchie picked up his guitar, something inside thumped, scratched and mewed. 
Ritchie went, "Oil" and shook him out. The little bugger ran into my room right away." 

Joy just listened and watched Ronnie's face. 


He smiled and continued: "I figured you would love a cat to cuddle while l'm away." 


She laughed. "And Silver would love a human to cuddle while you're away. He's nothing like you, but my place 


will certainly be less lonely." 


Ronnie squeezed her tighter and rubbed her back with his palms. "You realise that this is the first thing we 


own together?" 

"Yes," Joy nodded and couldn't say anything more because all her dreams for the future and all her tears 
from the lonely nights in the past rushed in at the sound of his words. Her vision became blurry and she hid 
her face with her forehead on his shoulder. She started sobbing and shook in his arms. 

"My Joy, my Joy.. please don't.. you're making the kitten sad!" 


"Oh shut up!" Her voice came out exhausted. She lifted her head and wiped her tears. She was smiling. 


He turned his head to Silver, who was lying next to them and keeping an eye on them, his tail slowly lifting off 


the sofa and coming back down. 
"You are making the kitten sad!" Joy said, cupped Ronnie's face in her palms and turned it to her. "Marry me." 


His eyes widened in surprise, but it didn't look like an unpleasant surprise. Then he tilted his head to the side 
and cocked an eyebrow. She kept her expression serious. Her hands let go and went to his shoulders. She had 


made her point. 


He smiled and said, "You are so much braver than me. | should have asked first. l'm sorry." He wiped the tears 


form her cheekbones with his thumbs. "I'm so sorry | made you cry. Marry me, Joy." 


She just nodded. Ronnie pulled her closer and said to the cat, "Silver! Budge off! Joy needs to lie down" He poked 


him with a finger and Silver got the message. He jumped off the sofa and went for a walk round his new place. 


